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Marie J. Ross
Spaghetti Mala

Spaghetti the ma!a of sauce lords,
The hit men pastas of oval platters,
with Tommy guns shooting at meat balls
unions with juicy liquid basil bullets.

Spaghetti the enforcers of al dente fork brigades,
The spoon laborers, forced to march precisely
Into the curve of spoons.
SPAGHETTI
MAFIA SAUCE LORDS
HRE AWAY""

Donald R. Anderson
You are the moon

You are the moon

drifting in the east

| am the sun

drifting in the west

over San Francisco bay

on an eclipse day

millennia away.

Our destinies will crest

on waves of tidal joy—

windswept joy.

Before the Earth was born

from the celestial string

there you were on the !rst rocks
across starscapes overlooking,
scattered like rhythmic #ocks
#irtively shimmering through dark-
ness’s other side.

You had a wish, a decision unworn,
and you reached and grabbed the farthest
star in the sky.

You are the moon.

| was the star in the sky.



River SunséyDonald R. Anderson
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Nikki Quismondo
Christina Aguilar

Christina, Sangria

Frida,

Margarita in one hand,

salt on rim, and lime slice,

you, in orange !sh net stockings

and combat boots,

Wounded wrists,

wild red hair #air

daring to be brave,

like rave party mix chips and salsa,

girls gone wild and tipsy melodies going inside the plasma image,
projected upon

screen like special effect,

Midnight palm tree California,

Nocturnal Mermaid, #uid motion, euphoria,

wishing, but it doesn’t matter because the moment will pass eventually,
| want to dive in the swimming pool, when the light turns purple,
next to the strawberry trees

and believe in something better than this,

like anything new in which | have never known about
without dull appetite,

numb taste buds, desensitized a thousand times before,
or anything else confusing,

Laughter in the haze,

| want to get away,

And then perfection resolute,

Open arms extended

Head tilted back,

Liquid hold #oat

So simple as thus,

Underneath it all deep and mysterious,

Above, chaos

But in between it all,

I'll #0at upon the swollen belly

The blue world spinning,

To !'nd tranquility in the madness,

To !'nd you, the little red headed girl, with the sisters
Pretending to be famous lady wrestlers

Fighting upon the mattresses, falling and laughing,
Because we are GLOW,

We are happiness.

Innocent, only a bit injured.



Marie J. Ross
Today

Today seems empty without you my love.
Your smile, the azure sea of your eyes,
the soft wind of your voice.

| must resolve knowing:
Your touch will never again smooth my
#esh into ultimate passion, or your lips
to kiss in urgent splendor.

Knowing that the days will always be the
dark of night when | think of you.

There is a limp and shallow space surveying
my grief:
Like it is in a dark box #exed in endless sides,
devouring my deepest emotions and sight of you.

Yes, today seems empty without you my love so,
I shall weep into the wind, wipe the tears that
dain our spirit’s face,

And hold onto the memory of our last embrace.

| MUST RESOLVE""



Paticia Ann Mayorga
Silent Winter

Crackling low whides
howling quiet

tenor

to moaning wals

and aching boes
redlessin the dak.

You feedmy fears
late pastthe hour
slumbe cradles my clhii.

Fumace burps
brewing low
dargling my needs
to numbness

in frostedpoverty

to danpenthe spirit
in lonely cities

I weep.

BetylLee
Morning Brew

in this atof thought
pewter gray hadles
hold up

steamy cups of ager
watered down ent@mns
and

frothy words



David Humphreys
SolLong

You say tlata wam wind ratles Néraskacorn !elds
andthe nathern ocean answers a grapius
lonelines, thatthere will come a qativeday

Renmember diving across GeatSalt L&e, January blizzard
swirling fractl for 200 miles? bl far is the imginary
distance betvean time zones and two warmabnlkes?

You return to me ocasondly, insubgartial as a cange
in temperature. For the most pa howeve, | canrot bring
you back. " atbeing the case,why are you the one

| meet again for the $atime over and over, ouedmoon
blazing incesanty somewlere, Acturusin its faed ! re sky?
Here,jagnine !lIs the bakyard breezewith how to saygoodbye.

BetylLee
Black Buter! y

this black btter#y

hangs on heapatment soop
#itters dovn the sidewdk
chasespasers lyerandonly
noisekss,

silertly moving through the air

this black btter#y
youngandtender in age
with yauthful breass
budding agaisther chest
shepedlles her like

with the boundries gven
up and down

badk and fath

waiting for wonanhood
to free her fom the cocoon
of heryauth



Nikki Qusmamdo
Seendpity

stretching ait the laziness,
ironed out

blue,Conch Shés

arenot blue

nor the wate of day of Hue,

but, pechancethe rain of dg,
like Laverder !elds,

or the way it sprkles into the Tanzate,
orin an instance

instantareously, Gold$

like Ancient Rrramids peakeales wings
heremembers e sheedelight of sunshine
shewithers like a Cukoo bird
ignited by each &me of Sun
frightened for the pi of dawn
waiting for blihe,

the enigmatic spirtual pah,

Wife of Eath

and he is suchhiebird of dl birds
stretdhed out like wings of

pure delight of dee.

love is loe

andso aethe others

not as pure

but sersaionally a%ded

by eveything dse

under hethird eyeblinded

by the smédl of thelotusblossoms
curvesand sé& petals

long skinny bown branches

in which theylong to akehomage
by the crusace of serendiy.



Nikki Qusmado
Virgin

Shelay undenedh river,

Bossm andblue sky royal,

Inside, hepain of &lly Fish

Oyder, tongue wih a perl unopered
Ovewhelmed, by tidal dri&

Frightened, before the peace lyend
All, bebre everything Bevanished
Light, waves interliear

Voyage in the light of liusion
Pratrusion, psghic dewelogped
Futuristic, fartasy alread/ on heother side unkown,
Known, by those bebre her

And, long a&r,

She,is next in line

It, is her turn

To, drop in the waterfia

Of, leting go

And, driving inside

Eveything, thatalread/ exists

In, betvea timelesnes thatis abolutely nahing
And, everything gbjectin that moment,
Until, she ralizes

It, is herglf conrectedupon the air,
And, hesef and everythinglse
Sphttered, and divided ypon the spas.

“Ve nus Retrograde”
By Nikki Quismando




NarcyJure
My Bebved

"e res a getteman named Troy.
A graciaussou, a wirsone bgy.
A generaisspirit, a gver.
But if you do him wong,
Youll havereasonto quiver.
He's cptured my heat and
Filled my life vith joy.
Creating a rapturethrill, hés
My Ja&, I'm his .

His mind is so keen.

His lifegyle ugight and clean.

Does it ound like I'm smiten?

Warnt to be pettd, like a kiten?

"e touch of his lips on mie,
Is sersuausly divine.

"i s is mly the beginnig, I'm not being coy.
Hes the love of my life,

My sodmate, Troy.

e

“J oyful Mysteries” By Nikki Quismo ndo



JosephHenande
Me

Nobody can pish mebut me$

Have you ever tried to nvea Mountin?

Fartales exglin that mountains bowto no one

| am Mountain$

Hard, and stong within the aldity to move peple,
My wordsarethe avéanchemoving peple in mutiple
functionsbecawseinside of mettere corainsbricks
of Gold$

Gold is realbut its hidden wthin the crist of
illusion,

An illusion that can blind peple from truth and
redity,

"e saneway it has done tasiety's true vision of
Jugice.

"e Mountain as lard as it seems,

Isblinded from itsown reality,

It forges its véue of importance as dity crust
bedns to pile on aother...

Som it begins to crack as/ers begn to form within
trauma.

Only a&rthe Mountin is wealened by weer, it
bemmes $ronger,

Beaus the Mounain realizes tlatit hasadagted to
change

And CHANGE IS its ENDURANCES$



Shmda Rerte
SpaeWak

When it is fid | love you

One kass on delicacies to dierf
Licking, nibbling and sudking things
From skells that slide down your thoat
Into your bdyDBwhere you live.

You lay perls thatnever lead you back

"e y ony push you foward

Toward the edge of the ghet

And an dligabry step into enclosed space
Nakedin bare faith.

"e re,s@rswink conceit ad hower aroganty
Mumming their secrets

Or maybetheyredly dorit know

Why, how, or wha for.

You glimpse a fiting edade

Once feldin pure black lee

Now sceaning from the scene

Be@us one orlieother let go

You wish nolody let go

You wish nolody let go

Stil, there & letting go'sall over the place.

Fiery streals of lavac

"e y land and solder themslves umn your back
A weighty hump

Determinedto cawsethe spine to snap

And plummet your toward shiifg plates
Bereaththe arth.

Where love is meve uttered
A feastnever laid
And all you neddo is lie there.

Mercy.



DoraldRANncersn
Faling, Hoating, $arkle

Gralbing a sar

Faling from a pedestl
Hand sizzlessarks
Promises of eerdading.

LarceNeteyHudsm
God
Previausy pulishe inMidnight Dance/ Pahos

I I nd myself lost
In the vast expase
Of your getle mercy
Kind, warm, true
My love gew
Breaking the fetrtile sal
of my perviousheat
You havemasered
"e age-old &
Of pdience




LarceWeteyHudsm
Life Bat

Unfortunately

It takes smethinglike this
To bring ustogether
Ominousdestuctive wether
Wecry or sigh

We all musttry to

Estbish a fatress

For basic Hunanneed

To feed hauseand clahe
Evey body, every sul
Canhold its pace

In this enemousmoving picture
Where the slightest move
Impacts he cosmic goove
Evey smile, everyrbwn
Cansaeor drown

Evey individual spirit
Cagpive or feeto be

In a simple chice

Made by yuandme.

In tribute the dsastea victimsin the
Southern United States

“Compassion”
By Nikki Quismondo



DoraldRANceren
Melvilles Boken Glass in ailGBag

Melville was wadering in the md

On a lae ag&rnoon mid-summer

A&er chses of summer sod a bad dy

"e girl he had a cishon sad he was a dork
And he went to get adBnes Gi&Bagfor her
Totry and clange her mind

He satdown and read twenty mines
Holding the bagtightly in his le&

Hoping to see herdngng out there at Bames
"e n he went to the ca8éshop

To buy a Fra.

It was cold and wet

And slippedinto the Gi&Bag

Jug knocking it from his hand

And breakng dass inside hebag

Jug as kegotinto the line here

As shesawhim do this keagan said

aSe? Méville is a dik® to her girl budg.

Photograph of an art piece by Josgoh Hernandez



RogrE. Nybr
Little Fowes

A is for Aconite,monkshood spitle of Fell

B is br Beladonna, lady cling for Baley

C is br Cormnstalks Caraway akeand Cobs

D is for Dittany cure and Dtchmans Beecles
For E, no #£u exalts but Epsm sat

F is br Forgetme-not, O Fern sedFaries$

G is br Golden Roses and Godmary fools

H is for Hawthorn come,Hempespun, O Hyacith$
| is for Icarius of vine, lisdivine, and Ivy climbs
J is br Ja& O'Lartern, All Sauls phantom

K is or Kindergaten, garden fom A to Z

L is br Lily and Laerder in Lady's ®odk

M is for Marigold, Virgin's nanewith metl

N is for Narcissus drowningin his own vision
O is Cats sow a mal or bie ordeal

P is br Pasi#ora, a P&is Rose Pot-pourri

R is br Daily Ro® and My#cal, and Rue

S is br Salad, &aret Pinpemel,and Strawery
T is Por Toastswith "i stle,"o r, and Tu%et

U is for Cinderellassprouting Umbrellas

V is for Vertumnus of the Violet Crowvn

W is for Wall#owea and Wheatear nanciers

Y is br Yule of St. Yves warm at Cétrnastime
Z is r Zephyr, Florg breezyazure ler return

IR

e T

Art By Joseph Hernandez



Besyl ee
Spanish Dreaming

when | dreamin Spanish

the words seem clar

like fresh seamwater

falling over sa&& rounded rocks

| remember

in the sleepy wrning
this dialogue

of foreign bngue

| remember in Eglish
wha was aid in Sgnish

| havenewer spken S@anish
but havehead my neighbors
in the a@rtmen next to me
argue in Spnish

laughin Spanish

live life in $anish

the smél of fresh corn tatillas
grilledon aniron skl et

pork balingtill tender

comes though my goendoaway

| stand

breathing in lest night's dreams
and wonder

when | will again

dreamin Spanish

“Ci cily”
By Nikki Quismando




By Nikki Quismo ndo
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Nikki Quismondo
Love Is You

Love is you,

that is why | want to look at you,
feel you,

react to you,

be near you,

watch over your,

be enlightened by you,
learn from you,

live with you,

smile with you,

laugh with you,

cry with you,

try with you.

Love is them, him, her, us,

Love is trust.

Love is the way you want to massage my hand,
and understand the way | like it.

Love is magical, like the way you look at me and |
automatically feel sensational.

Love is that little girl over there,

laughing and swinging in the breeze,

Love is that baby in the mother’s arms,

innocent and new,

Love is the boy with the grandfather’s eyes,

Love is the gardener planting the bonsai tree,
Love is that bloom of the Lotus blossom,

Love is the lake, the streams, the rivers running
wild,

the Sun#owers, growing in the weeds,

Love is the girls, plucking the daisies,

or wishing upon the Dandelions,

Love is that couple over there, hiding in between the
trees, and kissing,

Love is connecting,

Love is you,

Love is whatever makes you bloom into beauty,
whatever makes you want to make me feel beautiful,
whatever beauty exists,

Love must have been part of it,

You must have been part of it"



Lance Wesley Hudson
Carmel
Previously published in the song “Carmel”

I've waited
For so long
To meet a girl like you
You're open
Like a 'eld
Of Lavender in bloom
Without walls
Or street lights
A just right delight
You're boundless
And #owing
Beneath the blue moonlight
To wander
For hours
And hours with you
And feel the
Sun showers
In the afternoon
It's simple
And honest
The feelings that we share
And it is
A given
That | truly care
And you are
The woman
That | will always need
The love |
Had inside
Has !nally been freed
With you here
In my arms
Everything is clear
No fear based
Falsehood
Could ever interfere.



Nikki Quismondo
Love In All Forms

The INFANT sees what it sees.

The BABY sees what it needs.

The TODDLER sees what it wants.
The CHILD sees what it has.

The TEENAGER sees what it pleases.
The VIRGIN sees what is pure.

The ADULT sees what is right and wrong.
The LOVER sees what is secret.

The MID-AGED sees what it builds.
The ELDER sees what it experiences.
The SENIOR sees what it shares.

The old soul,
Sees compassion.

It sees every age,
and knows the difference
Between them.



Jean Claude Crhi
Love Tips

1. Loving me is to be attentive to my need and to your own needs.

2. A loving relationship is the one that the two partners make everyday
sacri!ces about some of their personal needs.

3. “Ketubah.” This is an old Hebrew word that means “Marriage
contract.” Love that will last between two individuals needs a
consenting contract. So love without any contract is a love that will

not last. This is the literal meaning of “Ketubah” sound by sound in old
Hebreux. First the word “Ketubah” written with the ancient phonetic is:
K’ ua tou’ Be’h.

K’'ua=To tie a knot, to seal.

Tou’=Package, Head.

Be’h=Type of sack holding secret.

Literal meaning sound by sound: K'ua tou’beh=SEALED THE PACKAGE
OF SECRET: TIE THE PACKAGE OF SECRET.

Donald R. Anderson
Love Tips

1. Talk about your feelings. People want to know you and talk about you,
and you earn trust by communication as well as action.

2. Don’t hold grudges, there is a difference between protecting yourself
and hating the people who make mistakes. Holding grudges leaves you
mourning for the mistakes people make that hurt you, instead of moving
on and celebrating life again, which would be better for re#ecting on you
and who you are, that you are worthy of love of the greatest kind.

3. Maintain your health and your appearance, in body and in your living
area. That is the !rst thing people will have a view of to know about

who you are and how you treat your belongings and yourself re#ect on
how you treat yourself.

Jean Claude Crhi
When a Heart is Beautiful Like a Flower, it Opens up in The Morning"

Standing here at the Corner of the street, others saw me with the Help of
a Flash Light.
You saw me only, and only with Your Heart.



Elizabeth J. Parrish
The Harbor
Dedicated to George Parrish

He rocks me like a !shing boat in the harbor
With the wind just above a whisper,
I'm a buoy being lapped
By the gentle, incoming tide,
The embrace is soft and warm,
Gentle as a soft breeze.
Leaves #oat along the riverbank
With the scent of smoke
Drifting on the horizon,
Cottages glitter in the moonlight,
Ref#tections of a quaint town in New England.
The pear-berry soap bubbles slide from the shrubs;
A black Scottie frolics as the birch trees waltz.



Gail Lee White
Summer Love

It was on a warm summer night

Sleeping on the deck of a friend’s boat

Many and many years ago

Yet I still remember how the gentle rocking of the boat
Mimicked the rhythms of our lovemaking

So we seemed in tune with the whole universe
And as timeless the river beneath us

The night birds calling Echoed our voiced passions
Caressed by your hands and the night air

My body responded not only to you

But to the swelling chorus of nature

The full moon rose and multiplied herself

A thousand times in the quiet waters of the Delta
So that satiated at last

We could not sleep because of the wondrous light
Shed by the moon, eternal goddess of love

Your love is not eternal

Though it lasted many years

But for me the memory of that perfect night

Will remain for ever

And the moon !lling my window

Whispers that she remembers

Even if you have not.

Donald R. Anderson
You Are the One | Love

your hair is like wisps off a phoenix’s wings

your eyes are like two rubies in the dark

your skin is like the lush hills of a tropical island

your feet are like the sculptures of Greece

your hands are like cuddly squirrels that | long to tame
your nose is like a kitten purring for attention

your lips are like buttered lobster tails

your neck is like a bridge to someplace | long to be
your torso is that of a Goddess

your hips are that of a Queen

your calves are shaped to the mathematical equation
of pie onto in!nity

your heart is kind and generous

your mind is full of wonder and sparks of inspiration
your tongue is agile and tactful

you are the one | love



Nikki Quismondo
A Love Story

There is a Paci!c Islander from an llicano tribe

A man, coming on the boat... it is grandpa,
Speaking Tagalog

Brown like Root Beer

Coming to California,

Relative of Mexico,

Into the valleys for work...

In the Springtime, #owers blossom,

Pieces of fruit to be picked,

Sweet and dried skin like plumb,

Raisin eyes,

And Sun Flowers near the by,

Across the ways,

A leld of Lavender,

and a BLUE DRESS... Grandma"

Dancing to the sounds of the Mariachi guitars,
Her spirit, wild and fancy free,

Freedom only grandpa would want...

Blue dress like water

Cooling down the heat of the !eld workers,

She, as ancient as the Mayan Pyramids.

He picks a Peach for her to taste...

She smiles because he has a weird Filipino accent,
Even more foreign than she,

She offers him a cup of water

Refreshing his !re inside,

And they make a Mexican and Filipino tribe, Mestizos"
With Islander eyes and tropical skin,

Their children eat Tortillas and Chicken Adobo,
Speaking Spanish in an Filipino accent,

Running through the !elds being bitten by
mosquitoes,

Sneezing from the allergies to pollen,

Scratching and snif!ng and laughing,

Dancing the Mexican Hat Dance at the Filipino Bazaars,
Grandma drinks her coffee con leche

And Grandpa eats his Poncet,

| listen to them tell the stories...

And Grandpa talks about the nights he taught the
chickens how to !ght,

While Grandma talks about the times she fell in love
with him....



They worked hard to be together,

Perhaps that is why they lasted so long,
Them, building their own ancient pyramid

Now displayed in their own museum of stories.




Shonda Renée
In Line at the Super Store

You !nd everything here

except a quick way out

and your patience grows short

as the line grows longer

You shift position, yet again

as your eyes #oat from gum, to mints,

to batteries, to Kleenex, then back

to the cashier, whose big hair is

the only possible reason for her slowness
You remember

the key punch rumble of old time registers
replaced by beeping young things

with !re red eyes that read everything

on a bag of bread’s mind

You remember

know-it-alls are annoying

The old timer, in his ignorance

at least had a song in his old heart

a hook that came alive with each subtotal
a rhythm you could dance to if the cashier
was quick 'ngered and learned.

what the hell can you do to all this beeping,
except go insane.

You can’t imagine

this to be faster than back in the day

You wonder if you've been here

forever. You wonder if your mother
birthed you, nursed and raised you,

then died at this very spot,

leaving you here to do the same.

Just then,

your items move along the black belt
past Oprah’s money smile of the month
past Jessica

past Brad

past whoever the latest celebrity

poster child is for being fat,

getting dumped, falling in love,

or livingLa Vida Loga a land

with no lines.

When the cashier nally greets you

and asks if you found everything okay.
You look at her deeply and say

“Yes, I'm sure | found everything !ne,

| just can’t remember any of it.”



Nikki Quismondo
In A World Where There is Just Us

In the festive room,

The audience gleaming,

There is you, intriguing,

In a world where there is just us,

The fantasy,

No one else knows,

That privacy,

We bare naked on the open fruit,

Unknowing,

Tasty little invites, moisten appetites,

You're the black cat, like a sinister Venus,

But | love you anyways,

As always, there is only beauty in the open honesty of
your soul,

| imagine that glow inside of me,

Like a delight in the evening of a lost sadness,
There beneath the heart beats,

Defying time,

The thunder storm brings it all about,

You, in the letters of my engraved heart,

Like a keepsake memorabilia,

Like a birthstone marked on the passage of time,
You, in the sudden breath of my own desire,
Suddenly open but forbidden like a tree in Eden,
Every thing surround me opens into a new dimensions,
A new awakening into another galaxy unknown,
There like a spiral shell,

Echoing the natural path to where | must go

To !'nd you.



Nikki Quismondo
Love Tips

1. Women... wear a heart necklace, it makes people think of love.

2. Ask your sweetheart to tell you their favorite memory, while looking

at you, and they will connect the two and think of you while they
remember something good.

3. Speak softly, slowly, and smile when speaking to your love candidate,
they will slowly and softly be drawn into a verbal massage.

4. Always have clean breath.

5. Think of a compliment they might have never heard before, something
no one would notice.

6. Share a piece of fruit.

7. Be subtle, not aggressive, even though people say they like
aggressiveness in people, in physics, one is usually attractive to the least
amount of resistance, aggressiveness, has too much force.

8. Respond cheerfully to any thing that you want them to keep doing for
you.

9. Be suggestive, tell them things you like.

10. Have good conversations about beautiful things and beautiful
moments, nothing negative.

11. Be friendly, always be friendly !rst and be sincere about it.

12. Tell them how interesting they are to you.

13. Listen more than talk.

14. Be in a healthy spirit, body and mind, before going out on a date,
watch a good movie, read a good book, eat good food and put good
things on your body, like a bath, and nice feeling lotions.

15. Have con!dence.

16. Be patient.

17. Ask them about things they like, not dislike.

18. Most of all, remember that they are human beings, with #aws and
imperfections too, with beauty and every right to have love and be loved,
treat them with respect and kindness, and always, know that you are of
value, and worthy of being valued too. Also, remember that things take
time, and be pleasant about it. Look for something good about them,
instead of being a critic. Know that what they have and are is not for you
to possess. Thank them for sharing their life with you in that moment.



Nikki Quismondo
You Don’'t Want Me

Evening, moonlight wiped across my face,
Shadows glow, like mystic embrace,

You there watching, the next moment to trace,
The very lines in the meaning of life and space,
Tranquility, perfect into breeze and ease,

Your Music, like waterfalls pouring tease,

| fall beneath the subtle trees,

Like an infant, lost in the ominous weeds,

Like a sun#ower, aching to bleed,

Like a moment waiting for need,

All that is expected, | want to feed,

But blinded | become to the drastic dream,

The dream you set upon your sword like a cold-blooded
Queen,

Hardened by the lack of intimate beings,

All that | want has been taken away by you,
Into the deepness there lies the blue

Inside of me that perpetuates what'’s true,

That you don’t want me as much as | do you.

Elizabeth J. Parrish
Stranger at the Door

| hear the wind beating at the door
Like a soldier returning home
Finding the place empty.

Each windowpane rattles

As he searches to !nd one open,
His patience if persistent.

At last leaving your

Warm, comfortable bed,

Get up to let him in,

But then it's a stranger,
Rearranging your hair,

Feeling your face;

You wonder why

He’'d been gone so long.



Lance Wesley Hudson
Vibrant Intensity

| 'nd your vibrant intensity engaging

Turning me around like a carousel

Eternity is but a moment suspended

In mind’s eye you are a warm delicate waterfall
Trickling down into the deepest recesses

Of my dancing heart as we embark on our journey
Though time our designs intertwine like Ivy vines
Quietly crossing invisible lines that divide the blind
Refuse to see the vision of what could be

In this ever-changing anomaly.

Donald R. Anderson
Waiting for you

The dance of the water down my throat
to the sounds of an orchestrated race to the !nish
| ache for the sound of your voice
won't you call me tonight?

The moon looks for you from up high
and | listen to the wind call out your name through every branch
the air vibrates in crickettalk

I long for the cool grass outside

but I wait by the phone

longing to be by your side

too many nights apart

too many days longing to be together
where can we meet

what can we do

how can we escape

I long for your touch

your honey embrace

the sight of your beautiful elegant face

| want to take you off your feet

(if only in fantasy)

and carry you to the beach

where we can make love

until sunrise
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Donald R. Anderson
Origins of My Ideals

The melancholy of youth

saddening in the dusty mists of memory

made me who | am

the destiny of promises for a changed world

the love for one that turned to love for all

the yearning to make a new life where there was none
the desperation to stop the mistakes from avalanching upon me
to put the world on my shoulders

to try

to try

to try to start a revolution of love

that would last forever

even after | die.
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David Humphreys
Z Gamma
Previously publishétbinzanita

tea ceremony ghost dance

Tonight, observe the gamma-ray jet manifest
super-symmetric dark matter interaction as decay

relics the very early Universe and cosmic string sets
evaporate repeated primordial black hole implosions,

agent of periodic quadrant sterilization.

Look deep into the eyes of all the best answers.

Tell me what you very rarely see.

You didn’t see the people who died last week like

lights turned off in another room down the hall a

million miles away; Walter, the !rst to go, one of the

look you straight in the eyes people you might never

expect to know. Then came Lorraine with her cancer

pain and the mom of the boy who played the Lion in

this year’s school play and you missed all their services
because you were too busy...

Last night, you lay in bed leaning against sadness

like a pair of glasses on a book on the bedside table,

mortal teeth quiet in a plastic cup as your tongue rubbed

a bumpy palate pushing against upper and lower lips

and cheeks, taste of tap water bright in your saliva. You
rubbed your stubble and skin of your forehead, nasal cavities
still congested with allergies, contained as always in your
close binocular capsule submersible, stuffed sausage of aches
and pains, miserable with caution to ever do unto others...
lonely all of us with an end to all of it as collapsing black holes
sterilize vast regions, all of it less than nothing if unwilling

to at least do something; take it all into your arms

and love it beyond your wildest imagination.
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Donald R. Anderson

Sweet ache

| yearn from my stomach for your sweet.
| miss you.

| long for the sun in your eyes.

| want to be there for you.

| want to be the shadow that follows you wherever you go, your invisible
friend,

your daisy bouquet,

your jade ring,

your sushi delight.

Donald R. Anderson

I long for the boats

that wash and wake through lapping waves
pressing against the ocean’s #esh
shifting in perfect endlessness
dancing on my mind

| long for you inside

| long to take you on the sea

| long for you and me

pray that | survive the storms

to live with you

by your side



Lance Wesley Hudson
Hourglass

A thousand lifetimes of love unexpressed,
World of light that had cease to exist
Until the mere thought of you

Engulfs my soul

Consuming me

Like a sunrise

Having been freed to feel again

| feel the colors of the sky

Beneath my skin

And hear your voice calling my name
Through time

Signifying in!nite hope and possibility

A gift

That only warm true eyes could ever give
Eyes that could conceal

The lost grains of time

And the discontent

Of a yearning unful!lled

| feel pain yet | embody your deepest desire
To know love beyond words

To feel it once again

And in!nite and unyielding as the sky
Our destiny lies unful'lled

Elizabeth J. Parrish
Dante

Angular, lean and bald
Hidden behind charcoal shades
He smoked in the heat of Dante

With skin of coffee,
He steamed
Boiled and bellowed
In his undaunting rage,
Despite boys in blue,
He shredded his referral
And ambled off with the Principal,
Later that day he strolled the corridor
Manacled to demons of his own.
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Shonda Renée

When he left

Sister said, “You need to go to church.”

So | found a tiny church at the tip of my pen
and went inside.

The choir opened their mouths

and wept for me in verse

while | struggled through my assurances.

Shonda Renée

No crumbs

Lead me back to my knowing self.

She is lost between the thrill of suspicion
and the orgasm he brings.

A place of forest without sound

and no easy explanation for being.

Shonda Renée
Disbeliever

When you can’t believe
in the unbelievable

in the house of believers
you discover:

They have many stones
and you have none.

Donald R. Anderson

Fallen tree

a monument upon weathered #axen grass
a fox has made her den

the Kitts are mewing

in morning light.



Marie J. Ross
Picking Up The Pen

| pick up the pen luminous ink moves to tip,
I jot down lines in search of life’s
agonies and ecstasies.
Where on paper time culminates,
its million strands road maps
of deduction.
From ink my visions glide like paint brushes,
over green landscapes and majestic mountain
ranges,
where meadows and streams communicate
And when i feel the pen write, It moves towards
heaven’s clouds, pristine skies shaping my moods,
as | explore its holiest realms.
Then agonies depress deep into white parchment,
my lines begin to blur, as grey expends emotion
and questions drip and stain.

WHY DEATH?
WHY SICKNESS?
AND EXPLOITATION?
Why when on bloody battle !elds, does the ancient
quill write the compositions of war, repeating
history’s obsession with pain, death, greed, and
power? And from felt tip, disease and hunger are
prongs on iron bracelet regimes.
I hold pen tight between my !ngers, and realize,
life is an imperfection, a stimulus, a visual
doriled by wish, here tangible presence blesses
ome, evil intentions misguiding others.
Never two roads alike or crossing.
My pen scribbling of love, hate, living and dying,
FROM THE INK PAD OF MY MIND’S
EXPRESSIONS.



Donald R. Anderson
Street Corners

Street lights, red and green,
Rush of traflc

Pumping like a heart

Start and stop

Flow and pump

The city is a life

The city is alive

The city is where | live
Where | belong
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Donald R. Anderson
Amazon

ruins unearthed

Mayan antiquities

glyphs of dancing gods
looking for a green harvest
swaying in the rainforest
swaying in the waiting storm
mixed blood and water

on a night the forest

reclaimed its homeland



Donald R. Anderson
San Francisco Beat

| can barely feel my feet.

I’'m swelling with an inner heat.

My tongue searches for a bit of iced mocha.

The night is hot on the streets of Stockton,

the neon light is rare but this one’s blinking,

the air,

| reach out to the sidewalk to walk for the air.

The stars are hidden by the glow of the city,

but the sounds are random love ditching this place

for the likes of San Francisco I've got to get away,

to dance in rhythm of poet slam coffee shop,

to wear dark black hat

to love the smell of fog in the cobblestone night,

to mix the perfumes of street vendors walking to

a Chinese restaurant

to order seven courses #at

to dance with you in the street,

beside mimes that look with smiles and winks,

to browse the Pier 39 and maybe buy a Madonna artifact,
to look at each other with love

to look at each other with love,

to dance on the wooden planks of the pier up and down the steps
to lean over and look at the water lapping at the support struts,
to love you,

to love someone,

I've got to Ind a someone to take with me,

to dance in the setting sun of the Pebblestone beach,

to take pictures,

to take pictures,

to dance.



Jean Claude Crhi
My favorite Alien stories

Hello"

Do you know who | am? | am an Alien" | landed on earth with my space-
ship. Around the whole wide world, | chose the land of U.S. to land on,
because a good man named Irwin Dulan lived there. | had to learn to
speak a new language and to live in a new culture. When | started speak-
ing English, people looked at me and said that my voice sounded with an
Alien’s accent. They asked: Where are you from, gentleman? | answered:
From outer space" | am an Alien.—So you're an Alien" They exclaim them-
selves.—Exactly. | said.

Then they looked up at the sky and wanted me to point out where |

came from. But where | came from was too far in the sky to be seen by a
human. They asked again.—From what planet do you come from? | said:
Hey, | am on earth now, and so now | am changed into a human. So they
insisted, they asked: But from what planet are you from?—I am an Alien
from outer space, from the planet of Nubia. | said.

| spent some time without answering a lot of questions. Time passed,

| was left alone until one day when | met some elementary school kids.
When they found out that | was from outer space, they screamed.—Can
you grow your hand sir, can you grow your hand, like in the movies?" So
for this nice kids | pretended to grow my hand... and my hand grew. The
kids excited screamed again.—Can you grow your ear sir, can you grow
your ear like in the movies?"

So for these adorable kids | pretended again to grow my ear... and my ear
grew. | did not grow my ear or my hand; | pretended to grow them. | pre-
tended because one day, | grew my !ngers for real to greet some people;
terri'ed, these people who have never seen a hand grow before, ran away.
So the kids kept asking questions. They were curious about my space-
ship. They asked: How come that in the Alien movies we never saw a tiny
black Alien getting out of the U.F.O. ship? | revealed to them that when

| Irst landed in this country, | was green. Then | tried on my !rst human
color. | tried on the white color of my other Alien brothers, Einstein, Ar-
nold, Okoschklova... who have been here before me. So | became a white
guy. But soon | got tired of my white color because | could not hide myself
in the night; | love the night. So, next I tried on the black color of my
friends Irwin Dulan, Pedro Ramirez, Tai-Tiehn... So | gecame a black guy.
| then realized that my black color calls on me too much prejudice. So |
told my friends that the next color | wanted to try on, was the color of a
#ower. A Rose mixed with burgundy, the color of love and Heat.



Time has passed since | have talked to those kids... and one day, it was
Christmas. | didn’t know much about Christmas and its culture here

on earth. So Irwin, my friend, took me to April’'s (Irwin’s sister’s) house

so that | should have my !Irst ever Christmas ceremony on earth" We
arrived at April's house in Chino Hills, CA. | opened my eyes wide and
grew them bigger to watch closely a big Christmas tree standing in the
living room. | have never seen that before. The tree looked real; it looked
like it was growing just like those trees | saw growing on the side of the
streets. | thought to myself, “Whoa, these people here are able to make a
tree grow in a house™ When | looked at the foot of the tree in the house,

| saw a bunch of packages wrapped with some shiny ribbons underneath
the tree. | did not know much about gifts at Christmas time and all its
gifts ceremony culture on earth.

So | didn’t know what the packages contained. | imagined the packages
to be wrapped with big stones to hold the tree up, not to fall. | thought

so because | have seen people in the street planting trees and holding
them up with big stones.

It made sense to me that here, in this house, people will wrap big dirty
stones nicely with ribbons to support the base of the tree; because the
tree was growing in a house and it was clean to do so. Well, we all now
were sitting around the tree. | grew my !ngers and grabbed a little Bible
on the #oor because | thought we were sitting there to pray. lrwin’s fam-
ily is very religious.

We were not quiet sitting around the tree. April said loudly and proudly:
Santa Clause has sent to Irwin a surprise" Everybody clapped. “Weeee"""
Somebody stood up and grabbed one of the “ribbons-wrapped bag of
stones” that | thought were holding the tree upright... and from it, sur-
prisingly came out a computer. What" | said to myself. April continues

the announcement: Santa Clause has now sent to Steve another surprise'
Everybody clapped again, “Yeeee"""” Somebody grabbed again another
“ribbons-wrapped bag of stones” from around the tree; and many new
expensive clothes came out of it"" And April continued...—Santa Clause
has sent to Evans, ... and has sent to Yukari ... and also to Kelly ... and als
to Fucshia ... and has sent to Stanton ... and to Laura, and...

Now one by one, people removed the “ribbons-wrapped bag of stones”
that | thought should hold up the tree not to fall. | stepped back" “Pretty
soon this tree is going to fall if they keep removing the bags of stones
that is supporting it from the bottom of the tree,” | thought to myself.

Then | heard my name being called"—Santa Clause has sent to Jean
Claude a Picture Book" “Weeee""” everybody clapped. What" Who is
Santa Clause? | asked to myself. And how does he know my name? Now



this ceremony is making really suspicious™ | thought.

Somebody got up to grab the one last “ribbons-wrapped bag of stones”
that | knew was sustaining the tree. By re#ex, | dived to hold the tree

with my hands not to fall. But the tree stood up on its own without fall-

ing. What" | looked underneath, and | discovered that the big darn tree
had legs. So it was not even a real tree" A tree with legs" The tree was fake
and it didn’t even have ROOTS" Let me think here.

If the tree was fake, then was Santa real?" The gifts seemed real, were the
gifts not real?" Talking about trees, legs and roots, my identity was the
only thing | remembered to be real: | am an Alien but half human, half
Alien" The terrestrial government has documented me as the number 96
133 630 Alien who landed in the U.S. Viva the alliances between Human
and Aliens.

Viva Aliens, Que viva la humanidad"
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Charley Stockdale
An abstraction of me returning to creation

As the breath of a higher being

who is the dream of a child sleeping told in a story from

the lips of a gypsy

| must tiptoe to eternity

| was dragged into this world an outline with no color

a glowing yellow sunset with no mother

a nomad collecting charm in a bottle

a painter packing beauty in my pocket

the product of Ire and water smoke #ows from my lungs

| spontaneously combust

| lay like dust on family portraits on the back seat of a bus pondering
omens chewing on karma with a dharma appetizer nourish the frail
existence of a slump shouldered feet dragging philosopher on a spinning
boulder amending the laws of physics

I will swallow the sun and vomit stars

| will break free of these bonds | will break free of these bars and crawl
my way from earth to space and embrace the universe like a child clings
to its mother



Nikki Quismondo
Healing Flower

Open like turtle dove,

Eye shadow night time,

Egyptian cotton sheets

Cover layers, night breezy,

Open window, pleasing,

Deep Purple ifApril”

Sting in“Bring on the Night,”

Movement, slowly, but surely, glowing,

The corner of your eye, inviting,

I, smiling #irtatiously,

Like a soft somnolesence, hoping this dream
Sneaks seductively

Into the opening of your own thoughts,

Oh, how | wish | can astral travel to you,
Make you real,

And still you are an Internal mystery,

The unconscious drives,

Like the Moon

Lip balm heart, softer

Smooth covered caramel

Into your taste,

One kiss to commune heaven'’s spirits hiding in night forces
Too delicate to remain

Free and unfree

Pressing hot sauna into trance for translations
Decadent euphoria

Spinning emotionally

Like tender miracle

Pleasing sea anemone

Soft sand in between the sinking of tickled toes,
Sweet syrup remedy

Healing #ower

Herbal swirling whirlpool

Soft petals milk bath ointment

Honey, yes, you honey

Divided into a kaleidoscope

Mesmerizing the eyes that take a glance into eternity.



Nikki Quismondo
Cicily

High Priestess in the deep recesses

of my soul,

you glow, warm and #owing, gracefully, dear swan mellow,

soft marshmallow skin,

blending in the sweet buttercream cheekies,

or your soft arch feet on my cheeks,

or kissies and bubbly laughter yellow as the daffodils in the sunlight and
in that yellow cup glowing through the room,

yesterday, | found pretzels and cheezits on the #oor

and | still adore everything about you, even the crumbs | vacuumed,
okay, so, there is nothing softer,

more beautiful and brilliant,

more happy, even though the daisies make me feel this way at times,
you remind me of that innocence,

but more surreal,

real,

and engaging,

interchanging my life for the better,

your soft, elegant palm like a quail in lake

or the way you sound, your voice shoots past even the deepest waters,
and it is as tiny as a miniature ballerina

twirling through the motions of this universal connectedness,

| feel everything so relevant now,

because of you,

because of your blooming

your youth,

and your love,

like the !rst maternal instinct,

when you came close to my bosom

protected, close, embracing,

tracing the lifeline on my own palm,

you are where | belong,

forever and eternity,

you’re my little Cicily"
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Charley Stockdale
The appraisal

I held my coffee and stared out the window and through the frost that
had gathered on it during that late autumn evening and between the
leaves that fell one by one from the tree like kamikaze pilots outside my
window | caught the solemn glance of the moon he lowered his eyes and

greeted me with all the distinction of an English gentleman | offered
him a seat but he denied me the distraction of his company he could see
| was twirling depressing thoughts between my !ngers like gold coins
contemplating the value of each one | then asked him for an appraisal
on life, so that | may weigh my investments he said nothing but told me
everything
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Donald R. Anderson
of love

of love, a derelict, a castaway, disgraced from greed,
shamed from pride,

outcast from the boundaries of mortal society,

kicked out of the standards of competition

of love,

dusted off hearts,
promises written in stone,
close-held hands to chest,
beating together,
breathing together,

loving as two.

of love, mixing it up for tomorrow,

kissing destiny,

changing the color of the sky,

breaking through the other side,

the unforgettable,

the future in today’s destined love of eternal life

there is no better place
no better way,
the divine way of loving humanity



Andy Pope
Living Fire

in the depths of unknowing
where the truth only sleeps
we turned and we #ed
too restless to plod
and too ruined by pride
and too weary though wild
and still seeking yet sought
and while humbled yet hid
in the wind of the dusk
in the call of return
from the beckoning bliss
to the remnants of peace
in the ghost of the past
by the present reborn
where the height might be shattered
and the hate might be shed
further travels deterred
further darkness denied
let us plow, let us reap
let the torch be our guide
that the truth might awake
and the spirit be stirred
and the peace be revived
and the struggle deferred
discarded with dreams
and surrendered in ashes
so that gently we burn
ever gently we bless
till at last we release
living 're
and at last we release
living 're
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